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ag the Editor 


Leave It Where 
You Find It! 


A little while ago a girl came to see 
me about one of the school campaigns. 
After she left I went to the store. To my 
surprise, on the way I saw this girl, her 
head bent down, searching for something. 
I asked her what she had lost and she told 
me a key had slipped out of her hand, and 
she had to find it. 

Keys are easy to lose. I have lost several 
at one time or another. I went back to my 
apartment, got a couple of flashlights, and 
for half an hour the two of us looked 
for that key. Finally, when we were stand- 
ing at the place where the girl had first 
noticed she didn’t have the key, a four-year- 
old boy walked up to us. 

“Looking for something?” he said. 

“A key,” I said. “This girl thinks she 
dropped one around here.” 
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“Oh,” said the little boy. “A boy and 
his dad walked by a few minutes ago. The 
boy picked up a key and went away with 
+. 

So that explained why we couldn’t find 
the girl’s key! 

How foolish it was for that boy to pick 
up the key! It didn’t belong to him, so he 
had no business touching it. He surely must 
have known it was valuable to someone. 
If he had only had a little wisdom, wouldn’t 
he have realized that the person who lost it 
would come back to get it? 

Some time ago, on a Pathfinder outing, 
another girl lost her watch. The next day 
a friend and I drove back to the place where 
we had the outing. We asked Jesus to help 
us find the watch, then walked to the place 
where we thought it most probably would 
be. Within just one or two minutes my 
friend said, “I’ve got it!” And there it was. 
How glad we were it had been left exactly 
where it was lost! 

Of course, there may be rare occasions 
when you should pick up something you 
find. If so, remember what one teen-age 
girl did when she found a five-dollar bill. 
The woman who lost the money realized 
her loss when she tried to pay for some 
groceries at the store. She was sure she had 
lost the money on the way to the store. She 
knew which way she had come, so, natu- 
rally, she walked home the same way, 
searching anxiously. 

Presently she noticed a sheet of paper 
held down by a stick. There was writing 
on the paper. She bent over and read, “If 
you lost something here, call after 
four o'clock.” 

After four o’clock the woman went to 
the address on the paper and a girl came 
skipping out to meet her. When the woman 
explained that it was a five-dollar bill she 
had lost, the girl opened her hand and 
there was the money! 

The woman thanked the girl and opened 
her purse to give her a reward. But the 
girl exclaimed, “No, no. You’re not going 
to pay me for that,” and turned and ran for 
the house. 

What a kind, thoughtful, sensible girl 
she was! 





Your friend, 


RE Re 

















Why the L 


By VIRGIL 


ETTER hurry, Bwana! Big rain come 

soon.” 

Fari, the cook boy, stood in the darkened 
doorway near the table at the front of the 
schoolroom, where the missionary had been 
totaling attendance records and making 
entries in the logbooks. It was Friday 
afternoon, and he and Fari had been away 
from the mission station since Sunday, when 
they left to go on an inspection trip among 
some of the schools in the district. 

The missionary glanced out of the open- 
ing in the side of the building that served as 
a window, and saw a low black cloud roll- 
ing up from the south. He would certainly 


Pastor Jackson slammed on the brakes to miss 








ights Failed 


ROBINSON 


have to hurry if he was going to reach home 
before sundown. The mission lay twenty 
miles away. For the first nine miles the 
road was very poor. 

Pastor Jackson put his records and pa- 
pers into his brief case, bade farewell to 
the teacher and his family, and hurried out 
to his pickup truck. Fari had it packed and 
ready to go. As Pastor Jackson climbed into 
the cab, the first heavy drops splashed 
against the windshield, and a vivid flash of 
lightning and a loud roll of thunder told 
him that the storm had arrived. 

Driving carefully down the narrow dirt 

To page 18 


the pig and the truck skidded into the ditch. 
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The Doctor Was Wrong 


By CAROL REILE 


ag Phareniinged Eddy was on his way 
to the corner store when he heard it. It 
sounded like singing, but could it be? He 
had never heard that kind of singing before. 
He must find out right now what it was. 
Mother didn’t need the rice right away. 

He stopped, sneaked up to a window, and 
peeked in. What a strange sight met his 
eyes! There were several rows of seats, 
which were almost all filled. The people 
were watching a man in the front who 
seemed to be leading the song they were 
singing. Eddy became so interested that he 
didn’t realize how fast the minutes were 
flying by. Soon he saw some people go up 
and sit down in front. 

He was wondering what would happen 
next when he felt a hand on his shoulder. 
At first he was frightened and wanted to 
run, but as he looked at the kind face and 
heard the friendly voice of the man the 
hand belonged to, he decided the man 
wouldn’t hurt him, so he listened to what 
he was saying. 

“Wouldn’t you like to come in and visit 
our meeting? We'd be so glad to have you. 
You'll enjoy it because the man inside tells 
interesting stories just for boys and girls 
your size, and we sing lots of songs you'll 
like, too.” 

Eddy, always ready to listen to a good 
story, accepted the invitation. He sat down 
in the seat closest to the door on the back 
row so he could be the first one out if it 


Carol Reile was a student under Virginia Shull at 
Union College when she wrote this story for JUNIOR 
GUIDE. Her home is in Florida. 


looked as if there was going to be trouble. 
All too soon the meeting was over, but the 
man who had done most of the talking was 
inviting the people back for another meet- 
ing the following night. Eddy liked the 
music and stories so well that he went 
back the next night and the next. Each 
night he would move one row nearer the 
front, and soon he was sitting on the very 
front. row every night. One evening the 
preacher called for all those who wanted 
to give their hearts to Jesus to stand. Right 
away Eddy jumped to his feet. 

Eddy began to go to Sabbath school and 
church every Sabbath, and not too long 
afterward, on a bright sunny Sabbath, he 
was baptized. He was happy and proud 
to think that now he was a Seventh-day 
Adventist. 

In Eddy’s home, along with his mother 
and himself, lived another woman and her 
baby, Pedrito. One day Pedrito became very 
sick, and when his mother realized that he 
was getting worse instead of better, she 
called an ambulance to take him to the 
hospital. In a short while the ambulance 
arrived, and the men came to the house with 
a stretcher. Just as they were ready to leave 
with the baby, Eddy ran up to them calling, 
“Wait! Wait! I have to do something first.” 
Quickly and quietly he dropped to his 
knees beside the stretcher and offered a 
short prayer. 

The men had never seen anything like 
this before. Here was a boy, an ordinary 
person like themselves, kneeling down to 
pray. Stranger still, he didn’t have any beads 
to pray with or an image to pray to, nor did 
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he mumble and use foreign words, either. 
He just talked as if he were speaking to a 
friend who was right there in the room. It 
seemed odd and useless to them, but they 
waited till Eddy finished before they left 
with Pedrito. 

As Eddy was getting ready for bed that 
night, the baby’s mother came in and said, 
“Eddy, please pray for my Pedrito before 
you go to bed.” Eddy prayed that her baby 
would get well and then he crawled into 
bed and fell asleep. 

To Eddy it seemed as if he had just gone 
to sleep when he felt himself being shaken 
and his bed rocking. He couldn’t imagine 
what was happening. Was he dreaming, was 
there an earthquake, or what? 

Rubbing his eyes, he realized what was 
happening. Pedrito’s mother was sitting on 
the side of his bed shaking him. Now that 
he was awake she said, “Eddy, please pray 
for my baby again.” 

Still quite sleepy, Eddy got out of bed, 
knelt down, and prayed. Then he climbed 
back into bed, pulled the covers up, and 
went to sleep. 


“Eddy! Eddy! Please wake up!” It was 
Pedrito’s mother again. “Eddy, please get 
up and pray for my baby.” 

Eddy knew this was a good way to let 
his light shine for Jesus, so again he crawled 
out, knelt beside the bed, and prayed for 
Pedrito. Then once more he got into bed 
and went to sleep. 

“Wake up, Eddy!” Pedrito’s mother once 
more! “Please get up and pray for my baby 
another time. I know you are sleepy, but I 
also know that your God won't let Pedrito 
die.” 

Although the doctor had told Pedrito’s 
mother that it was useless for Eddy to try 
to help the little boy, she wouldn’t give up, 
for she had heard Eddy say that his God 
could do anything. 

Eddy was tired and sleepy, but once 
again he got up and prayed for Pedrito. 
He was only too happy to prove what his 
God could do. 

This happened all night. Eddy would just 
get into bed and fall asleep when Pedrito’s 
mother would wake him up and ask him to 
pray. To page 16 


Eddy was staring through the window at what was going on inside when he felt a hand on his shoulder. 
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Tom wins a lot of honor! 














—. sat in the parlor of the girls’ 
home and thoughtfully ran her fingers 
over the piano keyboard. She was glad to 
be back to school after her hectic Christmas 
vacation. Somehow she didn’t get the thrill 
from going out with the old friends at 
home that she had anticipated. It seemed 
that their talk was so cheap and meaning- 
less, although she had never noticed it 
before and blushed to think that she had at 
one time enjoyed such conversation. The 
girls had been so faddishly dressed too, and 
wore so much make-up that Ginger actually 
felt out of place. 

She sighed. Where did she belong? She 
loved it here at the academy, but she didn’t 
seem to belong here either. Only the stu- 
dents who had consecrated their lives to 
finishing the great gospel commission 
seemed to belong. And yet Ginger took 
part in all the activities. She sang in 
the choir, she was a Sabbath school sec- 
retary, she attended Cathie’s prayer band 
regularly. Of course, she hadn’t given her 
heart to the Master. Maybe that was why 
she didn’t feel as if she belonged here. Yet 
—where did she belong? Not in the world. 
She had proved that during the holidays. 

The school paper was becoming quite in- 
teresting these days. The class in journal- 
ism sponsored it and wrote most of the 
articles. Tom wrote a story called “The Tale 
of the Lonesome Gas Tank.” 

“When worst comes to worst and it seems 
possible that a V-8 won't run just because 
all the potential energy has passed out of 
the gas tank, most anyone would wonder 
how to make his way home. 
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By DOROTHY LOCKWOOD AITKEN 


CHAPTER TEN 


“As I was coming out of Sherwood one 
afternoon, after having delivered a load of 
beets to the beet dump, I viewed a big 
burly chap standing quite a distance down 
the road, trying his luck at catching a ride. 
When I came closer to him I noticed that 
the fellow had big blue eyes and an honest 
face, so I slowed down to give him a break. 

“When he got in I saw that he had a can 
of gas. After he was seated and we became 
acquainted, the rider proved to be our farm 
boss, Mr. Branson. He was taking a little 
encouragement to his Ford, which was 
peacefully sitting by the road a short dis- 
tance from the academy. A faulty gas gauge 
had caused Mr. Branson to resort to his 
golden thumb.” 

Joanne wrote an article about the seniors 
and their activities ending with: 

“President Andersen of the college re- 
cently spoke to the senior class about the 
possibilities of attending our own college. 
Everyone appreciated learning the qualifica- 
tions for entrance. Several seniors already 
have collegetown as their goal next year.” 

This was true only of Cathie and Tom 
and Robb. Nat was going to help his 
father on the farm, Ernest was going west 
to college, Don was undecided, but col- 
lege was not in his plans. Humphrey had a 
ranch in the sand hills he had to take over, 
and Becky’s mother was not well and 
needed her at home. 

Of the remaining girls, Judy would be 
taking a trip around the world with her 
aunt, and school was the farthest thing 
from her thoughts at the moment. Ginger, 
as usual, couldn’t make up her mind. 








Tom planned strongly on college. He 
had made up his mind that day by the river 
and never thought of changing it. His 
mother wanted him to enter the colporteur 
work during the summer and earn a scholar- 
ship. 

The March issue of the school paper con- 
tained the astonishing news that timid, 
shy, self-conscious Don had won a prize in 
a contest of authors. His article would be 
printed in The Youth's Instructor! 

The April issue of the school paper came 
out with a long account of the oratorical 
contest that had taken place during Senior 
Week at the college. Tom had been one 
of the contestants and had won third prize. 
The news reached the academy before he 
returned, and the bells began to ring from 
the tower over the main building as he 
and his parents drove into the driveway. 
He had put Sherwood on the map and the 
students were wild with joy. 

Tom felt like a conquering hero. He had 
argued with his mother many times that he 
was no public speaker—and truly he felt he 
wasn't, even though he made speeches for 
Sabbath school and MV meetings. But this 
gave him new courage. Maybe, after all, 
the Lord had given him a talent to speak. 
But he realized it would take college to 
develop it. 

Once again the spring Week of Prayer 
was in progress. Every talk was good, and 
even the less interested students found 
themselves listening in spite of themselves. 
Ginger pretended not to be interested. No 


Out into the water went the bottle of fingernail polish, to join the lipstick and the rouge. 





one knew of the struggle 
going on in her breast. To 
her friends she was the same 
lighthearted, merry girl she 
had always been. But now as 
she sat listening her mind 
went back to an event of the night before. 

She and Cathie had had a serious argu- 
ment. Both had said things they didn’t 
mean, and Ginger had gone to her room in 
a rage, thinking thoughts about some peo- 
ple who called themselves Christians. Becky 
had stuck up for Cathie and that made it 
all the worse. Both girls were considered 
the best. Well, if that was Christianity, she 
would have nothing to do with it. 

But just after the lights went out and she 
slipped into bed, the door opened softly and 
Cathie’s voice called, “Ginger, may I speak 
to you?” She had been on the verge of re- 
fusing when Cathie sat down on her bed 
and in her quiet way apologized for the 
things she had said and asked forgiveness. 
Ginger was sarcastic at first and refused to 
listen to her. But when Cathie went back to 
her room Ginger felt ashamed of herself 
and tiptoed down the hall to Cathie’s room 
and the two girls had a long chat together. 
Before she left, Cathie suggested that they 
pray, and they had parted as friends. 

Now as the speaker drew his sermon to a 
close, Ginger wondered what she was going 
to do. Somehow she felt that this Week of 
Prayer was offering her her last chance. 
After graduation she would be going back 
to friends whose only interest was in having 
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a good time. Still, if she did begin, then 
found the going rougher than she had 
anticipated—well, she just couldn’t try and 
fail! 

Sabbath morning was one of those rare 
times when the sun rises from behind gold 
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NOVEMBER DAYS 


By RUTH WILSON KELSEY 


The brown leaves are whirling about in the 
air, 
For chilly November is here; 
The leaves have gone dancing and left the 
trees bare, 
But inside our homes there is cheer. 


The bright yellow pumpkins and cranberries 
red 
Will look so delicious and gay 
In pies and in jelly when tables are spread 
With dinners on Thanksgiving Day. 


With families together on that happy day, 
‘We'll always be grateful and glad; 
We'll thank our dear Father in prayers that 
we pray 
For all the good things we have had. 
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and crimson bedcovers and smiles warmly 
on the good earth, making the dew on the 
tiny spider webs in the hedges gleam, 
like a million diamonds. Ginger looked out 
of her window at the greening trees and 
shrubs. Everything was so fresh and new 
looking. She took a deep breath of the in- 
vigorating air. She had made up her mind 
last night to go all the way with Jesus. She 
could hardly wait for the call that she 
knew would be made in the church service. 
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Breakfast over, she took a long walk by 
herself. Standing on the bridge looking 
into the clear river water, she wondered 
about the future. Would she be able to 
stand the scoffings of her friends? She drew 
from her coat pocket a tiny Testament. 
“Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the 
end of the world.” What comfort lies within 
those words to the soul who seeks! 

From another pocket she took a small 
lipstick and a packet of rouge, a bottle of 
bright fingernail polish and three inexpen- 
sive rings. One by one she tossed them into 
the swift waters and watched them sink to 
the bottom. This accomplished, she walked 
quickly back to the dormitory to be ready 
for Sabbath school. 

That month when the school paper came 
out Ginger eagerly read the account of the 
Week of Prayer: 

“At each of the meetings a marked spirit 
of devotion and attentiveness was apparent. 
God’s Spirit came close to us in the prayer 
bands, which met every day before the serv- 
ice. Many made resolutions to reconsecrate 
their lives to the Saviour, and some for the 
first time gave their hearts to God.” 

“I was one of them!” Ginger exclaimed 
softly. 

Tom and Cathie were vying with each 
other to see who would be the valedictorian. 
Tom had had top grades all through the 
three years he had been there. But poor 
Cathie! She had had a rough time in physics 
and gotten her only low grade. If Tom 
kept up a steady barrage of A’s, she knew 
she didn’t have a chance. Secretly she 
didn’t care, but for the fun of it she was 
in the race. 

Graduation was the big thing in all their 
lives now. Study, study, study for final 
examinations and work, work, work to keep 
ahead financially. Tom and Cathie didn’t 
see much of each other. Preparations for 
graduation were taking up every spare min- 
ute of time. By Thursday of graduation 
week all the tests had been taken and the 
students were anxiously awaiting the results. 
Late Thursday afternoon Mr. Larsen called 
the class together to inform them that all 
had passed and would be allowed to gradu- 
ate. Tom would be the valedictorian, his 
average being one-half point higher than 
Cathie’s. 

When they were dismissed, Tom walked 
to the dormitory with Becky and Cathie, 

To page 19 

















When I carried tales between my friends I was 





Caught in the Fire 


By FRANCES MORRIS 


| geereg and Alberta were neighbors of have some good times, I tell you. We 
mine. They were not sisters. Alberta played together from morning till night, 
had no sisters or brothers, and Azalee and I _ but one day trouble came. 

each had one brother apiece. We used to I was so little at the time that I do not 


remember what it was Azalee and Alberta 
quarreled about. But I surely do remember 
what mischief I got into over it. 

You see, since I was several years younger 
than they, I made a convenient messenger 
to go back and forth carrying their mes- 
sages to each other. They were not nice 
messages. If I had known about Proverbs 
26:20, I don’t think I would have done it. 

Proverbs 26:20 says, “Where no wood 
is, there the fire goeth out: so where there 
is no talebearer, the strife ceaseth.” 

Azalee said, “You go and tell Alberta 
that she . . .” So I trotted over to Alberta’s 
house and repeated faithfully as I had been 
told, “Azalee said that you .. .” 

Then Alberta was angrier than ever and 
said, “You go over to Azalee’s house and 
tell her I said . . .” So just as fast as I 
could go, I went over to Azalee’s house and 
carried the tale to her. 

In this way the fire kept burning for 
several days, for both of the big girls got 
angrier and angrier at each other. They 
said such ugly things that they just about 
Pas wore themselves out trying ~ think of 

i Aa something else to add to the fire that they 

. A as Ne had ai and that I managed to keep re- 

fueling for them. For every time one had 

something else ugly to say to the other 
person, I faithfully carried it for her. 

I'm sure you know how it is when you 
have quarreled with someone you like very 

ake | much. After a while you get lonesome to 

JoHN courtey, arrist see that person. You want to play with 

Azalee was angry. “You go and tell Alberta what | him again. You can’t find a thing to do by 
think of her!” she said, and obediently | went. To page 19 
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“QUICK! THERE’S A SNAKE!” 


First True-story Award 
By SHIRLEY SIMONS 
Aba, Nigeria, West Africa 


When we were missionaries in Liberia our 
house had two verandas. On the back ve- 
randa my brother, Richard, was sawing a 
board. I was sitting on the banister watching 
him. 

Suddenly I noticed a movement below 





“READY!” 


Art Award 
By JOSEPH WATKINS 
Jersey City, New Jersey 


10 / JUNIOR GUIDE 





where I was sitting. I jumped down to see 
what had moved. 

One look, and I jumped, shouting, “Richie, 
quick! There’s a snake!” 

In a flash Richard was off the banister. 
We threw rock after rock at the snake, trying 
to kill it before it got away. 

Finally the snake was pinned under a rock, 
but it was still moving. 

Just then daddy came around the corner 
of the house. When he finished there was 
one less snake in the world. 

On examining the dead snake we found 
it to be about two feet long and of a brown- 
ish color. The Africans call it a yard snake. 

On another occasion one of the mission 
boarding students came to our house and 
said in an excited voice, “Pastor Simons, 
there is a snake in one of the palm trees!” 

Quickly daddy loaded the shotgun and fol- 
lowed the boy down the road. Of ‘course 
Richard and I went too. 

The palm tree with the snake in it hap- 
pened to be almost directly in front of the 
boys’ dormitory, so you can imagine the size 
of the crowd by the time we got there. 

There was a tense silence as the students 
waited for daddy to shoot. 

Daddy raised the gun and took very care- 
ful aim. 

“Bang!” 

The snake fell to the ground and a cheer 
rose to fill the air. For few things make 
Africans happier than for a snake to be 
killed. 

This snake turned out to be of a dark- 
green color on top and a yellow-green under- 
neath. It was a very slim snake and about 
eight feet long. It was a green mamba, one 
of the most deadly snakes in Africa. 

Say, are you free from that deadly serpent 
Satan? Have you thrust him out of your life? 
If not, do it now, won't you? 
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MY BIBLE 


Poetry Award 
By EVELYN PORTIS, Age 11 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I have a little Bible, 
‘Tis pretty as can be; 
It tells me of salvation 
And Jesus’ love for me. 


I love my little Bible, 
And someday | shall be 
A missionary telling 
Of Jesus' love for me. 





WILDCAT AT OUR COTTAGE 


First True-story Award 
By JIMMY CHASE, Age 12 
Adelphi, Maryland 


It was August and my family were vaca- 
tioning in Minnesota. Out of our little cot- 
tage overlooking Lake Miltona walked my 
cousin, Dennis Hanson, my brother, and I. 
We were going to give some fish to our 
neighbors, the Netlands, an elderly couple 
whom we had met during the vacation. 

“Would you like to take a walk?” sug- 
gested Mr. Netland. 

“Surely,” we replied. “That would be fun.” 

As we walked he told us about his pet 
squirrels and chipmunks. He said that he 
had seen one that very morning in the log 
pile near his cottage. Then he added, “There 
has been a scoundrel around here scaring 
them away.” 

“What scoundrel?” I asked. 

“There he is,” the man said trembling, his 
finger pointing about seventy feet down the 
road. Our eyes followed his finger. Then it 
was our turn to tremble. My toes tingled 
all the way up to my shaking spine. For 
standing directly in front of us was a wild- 
cat! It looked at us with beady eyes, then 
turned and walked leisurely back into the 
forest. 

That evening while we were standing on 
the lake shore dad asked me to get a bucket 
for him. When I was halfway up the bank 
toward our cottage I heard a squeaky sound. 
I supposed it was a screen closing and con- 
tinued walking until I reached the top of the 
bank and stood beside a stump. 


A wildcat was crouching there! 

It leaped in front of me, barely missing 
me. But fortunately I had scared him when 
I jumped and we both ran from each other. 

That night the garbage from the fish was 
left in a bucket near the boathouse. In the 
morning the bucket was overturned and all 
that had been inside it was gone. Large 
wildcat footprints led into the woods, evi- 
dence of adventure and a good meal for a 
hungry wildcat. 





AUSTRALIAN CRIMSON ROSELLA 


First Art Award 
By DAVID CLARK, Age 13 
Canberra, A.C.T., Australia 


THE BEST STORY BOOK 


Poetry Award 
By JUDY HITCHCOCK, Age 14 
Arlington, California 


Behold the Holy Bible, 

It is God's precious Word, 
Simple as the ABC's, 

More mighty than the sword. 


It tells about King David, 

So fearless, brave, and true, 
And of the gentie Jesus, 

Who died for me and you; 


Of Adam, Eve, and Moses, 
Rebecca, Aaron, Cain— 

Their story's written for us, 
Understandable and plain. 
More Author's Guild on page 17 
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All because of something Cindy said, 


The Ranger Got Mixed Up! 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 
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CINDY heaved a sigh. “What was that 
for?” asked daddy as he guided the old 
Ford along the winding road in Zion Na- 
tional Park. 

“I was thinking that I had never seen 
anything more beautiful,” she answered 
contentedly. “Too bad mommy isn’t along. 
She would love it.” 

“She has loved it for years, dear. Mommy 
and I have made several trips through the 
park and Brice Canyon too. That’s why she 
insisted that you come this time, since both 
of you could not make the trip.” 

As the car rounded a particularly sharp 
curve, it began to make a queer noise. 
Father leaned forward, listening. Was the 
old car giving out? Suddenly, it coughed 
and died. Father climbed out and opened 
the hood, while Cindy sat in the car and 
worried. She hated car trouble. 

Father stuck his head in the window. 
“Guess we'll be laid up for a few hours, 
honey. Gasket seems to be gone. I'll try 
starting the engine again when it has had 
time to cool a bit, and we'll look for that 
garage we saw advertised back a short way. 
Now, wipe that worry off your freckled face. 
Plenty of time to worry when you're grown. 
This will come out all right.” 

After several tries, the old car shuddered 
into a start, and father drove slowly down 
the road looking for the garage. On the way 
they passed a ranger station and a museum, 
and father remarked that Cindy could walk 
back there if the job took too long. They 
rounded the next curve and saw an arrow 
pointing to a garage a quarter of a mile off 
the main road. Cindy was glad they had 
found a garage, because now they could 
have the car fixed and she could walk to the 
ranger station. It would be fun walking 
after riding all morning. 

The mechanic examined the Ford, and 
confirmed father’s fear. The gasket would 
have to be replaced. He scratched his head 
where hair should have been, but wasn’t. “I 
don’t have a Ford gasket on the place. But 
I'll tell you what I can do. I'll call down the 
road to the first town and tell them to send 
one up on the next Greyhound bus. We'll 
have it here by four this evening. Sorry, but 
it’s the best I can do.” So father told him to 
go ahead and call down. They would wait. 


SOIBELMAN 


This is a picture of Zion National Park, where the 
car broke down and Cindy talked to the ranger. 











Then, turning to Cindy, he said, “Honey, 
you walk back to the ranger station and I'll 
stay here by the car. If you get worried or 
afraid, just phone and I'll walk right up.” 
So Cindy started out. It was a lovely walk; 
she enjoyed every minute of it. 

As she turned off the main road onto the 
trail that led to the ranger station, she saw a 
big truck with people crowded around it. 

She learned that the truck had come in 
just a few minutes before with a huge 
rattlesnake on the back. She could see the 
ranger now struggling to catch the snake 
with his pronged stick. Cindy shuddered. 
What if the snake bit the ranger? Then she 
noticed that he had on leather leggings and 
gloves with wide cuffs, and she felt sure that 
he had handled many a snake before. 

Soon the ranger had the snake in his 
hands, and nimbly jumped off the truck and 
walked toward cages at the back of the 
station where there were many more snakes 
of various kinds. Just before he tossed 
the rattler into the cage, he held its head 
forward and teased the snake until it spat 
out venom. He explained to everyone just 
how the venom is formed and expelled. 
Cindy was most interested. 

After the rattler had been safely housed 
in the snake pens, the tourists walked to- 
ward the main office where there was a 
small museum. Inside, they listened while 
the ranger explained the various displays 
and specimens. There was a diorama of 
Brice Canyon, and the ranger pointed to it 
as he told the people that it had taken 
millions of years for this part of the gorge to 
be formed and more millions of years for 
that. Cindy wondered how such an intel- 
ligent man could be so confused. It is much 
easier to understand the Bible story of the 
Flood than all that stuff, she thought. 

Their tour completed, the tourists went 
back to their cars—all except Cindy. She 
went over and sat in a chair near a window 
where there was a breath-taking view. The 
ranger noticed her sitting there and wan- 
dered over to talk. 

“You did not come with the rest?” he 
asked. 

“No, sir,” replied Cindy. “My father is 
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waiting for repairs on our car. Parts have 
to be sent up by Greyhound.” Should I 
tell him how wrong he is about the age of 
the canyon? she thought. No, he might 
make fun of me. Yet, I should, because he 
may never have read the Bible. I could 
share my faith that way. But somehow she 
could not get up enough courage to say 
anything. 

“You have some very interesting things 
here,” she continued, trying to be sociable. 

“Yes,” replied the ranger. “Guess the 
canyon floor interests me the most.” Now 
was her chance. She just had to say some- 
thing. 

“Do you believe all that stuff you tell 
people about how old the earth is?” she 
blurted out, for fear she would not get it 
said. 

“Stuff? What stuff?” 

“You said that it took millions of years 
to make the gorge. Do you really believe 
that?” 

“Sure. Don’t you?” 
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“No, sir. I believe in the Bible story of 
the Flood. The Flood made the gorge.” 

The ranger was so interested that Cindy 
was glad she had had the courage to speak. 
He looked puzzled a moment and then 
asked, “The Flood? Never heard of it. Tell 
me about it.” 

So Cindy, with a prayer in her heart, told 
as vividly as she knew how, the story of 
Noah, of the ark, of the animals, of the long 
rain and the breaking up of the fountains of 
the deep, and then of God’s deliverance for 
Noah and his family. When she had fin- 
ished, the ranger said nothing for 2 moment 
and Cindy was sure that she had failed. 
Then he said, very solemnly, “Where is 
that in the Bible? My grandfather's old 
Bible is on the shelf at home. I want to 
read it.” 

But before Cindy could answer his ques- 
tion another group of tourists came noisily 
into the station, and once more the ranger 
gave them a guided tour of the museum 

To page 17 
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The Presidents 


Liked to 


Practice! 


By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


| KNOW only two tunes,” President Grant 
is supposed to have said. “One is “Yankee 
Doodle’ and the other one isn’t!” If it is 
really true that he said this, he is certainly 
an exception among the presidents. The 
rest of them, it seems, liked music and 
were always glad to listen to it. A few 
were musicians in their own right. Harding 
even performed for pay. 

Jefferson was a skilled violinist. There 
was usually a lot of music at parties in his 
home. He owned a rare Maggini violin 
and studied for some time under well- 
known teachers in Paris. Francis Hopkin- 


CLINEDINST PHOTO 


son, who is said to be the first American 
composer, frequently visited Jefferson. Ben- 
jamin Franklin was often at his home as 
well and accompanied Jefferson on the gui- 
tar. 

But guitars and violins were not enough 
for Jefferson. Not finding home talent, he 
sent to France for workmen, gardeners, 
weavers, cabinetmakers, stonecutters. Their 
prime qualification was that they must be 
able to play a band instrument! Although 
Jefferson never did get his full band, he 
made great strides toward it. 

Warren G. Harding was master of the 





President Theodore Roosevelt would fling himself at the piano and try desperately to play. 


NOVEMBER 5, 1958 / 15 





s 


band. It is said that when he lived in 
Iberia, Ohio, he could play every band 
instrument except two. Later in Marion, 
Ohio, he organized the Citizen’s Concert 
Band. He received pay for playing at both 
Democratic and Republican rallies. Honor 
came to him when his band won a prize of 
$200 at a contest. 

After becoming President he no longer 
played in a band, but he enjoyed going to 
the Marine Band rehearsals. There he would 
pick up an instrument, almost any one, 
and play along with the other bandsmen. 

“We cannot have too much music,” he 
said. “The world needs it.” 

Woodrow Wilson was a singer. It is said 
that he could do wonders with his tenor 
voice. He sang second tenor in the Princeton 
University Glee Club while a student. Later 
he helped to organize the Johns Hopkins 
University Glee Club, and sang in it. At 
the yearly Grand Princeton Concert and 
Ball he always sang several solos, being one 
of the few who could hold the high note 
at the end of “The Star-Spangled Banner.” 

With his rise to political office Wilson 
stopped singing in public, but he never lost 
his interest in music. 

“Music, in these troubled times,” he said, 
“is more than ever a national need.” 

I have left Theodore Roosevelt to the last 
because some might say that he did not 
belong in this article at all. He played no 
instrument. He sang, but always with oth- 
ers. His music seemed to be of that ter- 
rible, unexpressed, inexpressible variety. He 
would sit down at a piano and fling himself 
at the keys in a desperation of trying to 
pick out a melody. It was one of the griefs 
of his life that he could not play. Those 
who knew him well said that if he had 
turned to the composing of music instead 
of to politics the world would have thrilled 
to his compositions. One writer of the New 
York Evening Sun said of him, “There were 
melodies, strong and tender, plaintive and 
turbulent that sang in his soul and could 
not find expression.” 

Even in group singing his voice stood 
out commandingly, sent forth by the pent- 
up feeling behind it. No one, it is said, 
could sing a patriotic song the way “Teddy” 
could. 

But beyond these things Roosevelt is 
remembered by musicians for saving the 
songs of the American Indians. Trying to 
Americanize the Indians, the Government 
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passed a law denying them the right to 
speak their native tongue or sing their 
songs on the reservations. Can you see the 
fire glinting in T.R.’s eyes when this came 
to his attention? Hater of all forms of 
tyranny, he immediately revoked the order. 
More than that, he encouraged the Indians 
to speak their language and to sing their 
songs. He urged that these songs be printed. 
He himself wrote an introduction to the 
first published collection of Indian songs. 

Other Presidents sang. Others, too, played 
instruments. The greatest men of this coun- 
try felt that music was important and that 
studying it and practicing how to play was 
time well spent. 





The Doctor Was Wrong 
From page 5 


Early the next morning Pedrito’s mother 
rushed to the hospital. She walked quickly 
to the desk and said, “I want to see my 
baby. Where is he and how is he?” 

“Lady, your baby is down in the children’s 
ward, but you cannot go to see him now 
because the doctor isn’t here yet. I haven't 
received the report from that ward.” 

In a few minutes the doctor arrived. 
Pedrito’s mother ran up to him and said, 
“Doctor, please tell me how my baby is this 
morning. I want to see him.” 

The doctor looked at her a moment and 
said, “I’m afraid you won't be able to see 
your baby.” 

“Why?” 

“Because he is dead.” 

“But doctor, how do you know he’s dead? 
Are you sure? Have you been down to see 
him this morning?” Pedrito’s mother re- 
membered how many times Eddy had 
prayed for her baby and she was sure he 
couldn’t be dead. 

“No, I haven’t been down to examine 
him this morning, but he can’t possibly be 
alive. He was so sick last night that I knew 
there wasn’t anything we could do for him.” 

Pedrito’s mother refused to believe her 
baby was dead, so she begged the doctor 
to let her go see him. Finally the doctor gave 
her permission. 

Had Eddy’s prayers really helped? Was 
Pedrito dead or alive? If he’ was alive, was 
he sick or well? Was the doctor right and 
Eddy wrong? Could Eddy’s God really be so 











powerful as to heal her baby even though the 
doctor hadn’t been able to help him? 
Pedrito’s mother rushed down the hospital 
corridor to find out. 

When she reached Pedrito’s room, she 
was almost afraid to look in. Fearfully, yet 
hopefully, she peeked around the door. Her 
little boy was sitting up on his bed! He 
smiled at her and went on happily playing 
with some toys. She picked him up. Her 
baby was healed. Eddy’s prayers were an- 
swered. His God could heal Pedrito! 

When the doctor and nurse came they 
said, “We don’t understand this. He was so 
sick there was nothing we could do for him, 
and here he is healthier than ever. It is God 
who has healed your baby. You can take 
him home with you now.” 





Author’s Guild 
From page 11 


SABBATH IS A DELIGHT! 


First Article Award 
By JERE WEBB, Age 12 
Forth Worth, Texas 


Sabbath was a real burden to juniors in 
the time of Christ, I’m sure. They couldn't 
do one thing they wanted to on Sabbath. 
But the Old Testament prophet Isaiah de- 
clared that the Sabbath was to be a delight. 
Jesus showed how that could be. 

I am sure that the boys and girls who 
knew Jesus really looked forward to Sab- 
bath, for when He was around this day was 
a real delight for them. I know Jesus did not 
spend all the Sabbath hours preaching to the 
older folks; I am sure He had some time for 
a story hour for the children, and for a walk 
with them among the flowers. How much 
more pleasant this must have been than try- 
ing to observe Sabbath according to all the 
rules of the Pharisees! 

Sometimes we juniors are tempted to feel 
that the Sabbath is a burden. But if we ob- 
serve it the way Jesus did, it will be a de- 
light. We will make proper preparation for 
the Sabbath. Mother will not have to con- 
stantly remind us to polish our shoes and 
take our baths. We will be ready for sundown 
worship. Sabbath morning we will be up 
early and on time for Sabbath school and 
church service. And we'll spend Sabbath 
afternoon in such activities as taking walks 


in nature, bird study, MV Class work, sun- 
shine bands, and reading JUNIOR GUIDE. 

I am looking forward to the time when we 
will observe Sabbath with Jesus in the earth 
made new. Observe it with me there, won't 
you? 


The Ranger Got Mixed Up! 
From page 14 


and its premises. Having nothing else to do, 
Cindy slipped into the group and took the 
tour with them. She listened again to the 
explanation of how the gorge was formed 
and wondered if the ranger even remem- 
bered what she had told him. She felt she 
had seen enough of snakes for one day, so 
when the tourists started toward the reptile 
pens, she slipped back to her corner by the 
window, and it was there that the ranger 
found her when the tourists had gone. 

“Say, little lady,” he said, shaking a finger 
at her, “next time some folks come in here, 
you just stay in your corner. I can’t speak 
my piece any more with you standing there!” 

Cindy laughed, and then told him to 
look in the very front of his grandfather's 
old Bible and he would find the book of 
Genesis. If he would look for the sixth 
chapter, he would find the story of the 
Flood beginning there. 

“You will read it, won’t you?” she asked. 
There was a familiar horn sounding outside. 
Father had come for her. 

“Yes, indeed, I'll read it,” assured the 
ranger. 

“Promise?” called Cindy as she ran for 
the door. 

“Promise,” came the reply. 

Cindy had never felt so happy. It was 
strange how light her heart—and feet— 
felt. She scarcely seemed to touch the 
ground. It had not been hard to talk to a 
stranger about the Bible. She had always 
imagined it would be impossible for her 
to do that, but how glad she was that she 
had actually asked the ranger to read his 
Bible. Suddenly, she stopped in her tracks, 
and father wondered what she was doing. 
Later he learned that Cindy had bowed 
her head and thanked God for the burned- 
out gasket, and for giving her courage to 
witness. She prayed for her ranger, too. 

Who was Cindy? I was Cindy. And this 
was my first—but not my last—missionary 
endeavor. 
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Why the Lights Failed 
From page 3 


road, the missionary began to think of home 
and the comforts waiting for him there. 
Good food, prepared by his wife's skillful 
hands, a hot bath, and sleep in a com- 
fortable bed. He wondered how little 
Denese was. She had been feverish the after- 
noon he left. His wife had told him not to 
worry, that everything would be all right. 
There were a number of matters he must 
give his attention to as soon as he could 
reach his desk on Sunday morning. 





AUTUMN LEAVES 
First Poetry Award 


By BONNIE ANN HEVENER, Age 15 
Churchville, Virginia 


The autumn leaves have fallen, 
The cold wind blew them down, 

In the streets and on the lawns 
And everywhere in town. 


They're Mother Nature's artwork, 
In gold and brown and red; 

The snow will be their blanket, 
The earth will be their bed. 


The maple by my window 
Looks awfully bleak and bare, 
The north wind's whistling round it, 
It's dreadful cold out there! 


But when the winter's over, 
And spring once more is seen, 
The maple will be clothed again 
In garb of living green. 





The rain increased until it was a steady 
roar on the top of the cab. He was glad 
that most of the way led downhill, as it 
would have been very difficult to go up 
such a slope in this rain. Even now the 
ground was becoming slippery, and he had 
hard work to keep the car on the track. 
Only a few more miles and he would join 
the main road, which was wider and much 
better kept up. 

One worry came to his mind. Would 
there be water over the Kuja bridge? After 
the heavy rains of the past week, this river 
would surely be in flood. Frequently after 
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heavy downpours the water would pour 
over the top of this bridge. A number of 
times he had inched his way across -it when 
it was completely hidden under one or two 
feet of dark brown water. If the heavy 
rain kept up, he would probably have to do 
this again. Still he was determined to reach 
home that evening. His wife would be wor- 
ried if he didn’t come. 

Crash! Another bolt of lightning struck 
somewhere quite close. The storm had so 
darkened the landscape that the missionary 
had to turn his headlights on. 

He was aware that he was passing 
through a village. Suddenly something was 
walking across the road in front of the car. 
Not knowing what it was, and fearing it 
might be a child, he slammed on the brakes 
as hard as he could. The car slid forward, 
and showed him a big fat pig waddling 
along. The car did not stop at once, for the 
road was too slippery. The back end swung 
around. Although he tried very hard, the 
missionary could not keep the car on the 
road. Farther and farther to the side it 
slipped, and finally came to rest in the 
ditch, at right angles to the road. Pastor 
Jackson tried to drive it forward, but the 
back wheels spun around, digging them- 
selves ever deeper into the mud. 

For a little while he sat in the cab, 
wondering what to do. The rain was still 
falling heavily. It was not a pleasant eve- 
ning for digging a car out of a ditch. 

“Better to get out of here wet than to sit 
here dry all night,” he said to Fari, who was 
sitting beside him. He put on his raincoat 
and stepped out of the cab to look around. 
It was obvious that he would have to get 
help if he was ever going to get the truck 
back on the road. Going from house to 
house, he engaged a number of the villagers 
to come and assist him. Grass and leaves 
were cut and placed under the rear wheels 
while two long poles were cut with which 
to lever the car forward. Although they 
worked as fast as possible, it was still more 
than an hour before the car was again 
headed toward home. 

By this time the darkness of the storm 
had given way to the darkness of night. 
Getting into his cab, the missionary 
switched on the ignition and the lights 
to begin once more on the homeward way. 
The engine started immediately, but for some 
strange reason the lights did not come on. 
Had a fuse burned out? He put in a new 
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one. Still, no lights. With a flashlight he 
traced the electrical wires to see if there 
was any break in the line, but he found 
none. For more than an hour he tried every 
way he could think of to find the cause of 
the failure, but without success. 

He finally had to give up. One of the 
villagers offered to let him set up his camp 
bed in an empty hut, and here he passed 
the rest of the night. He thought of his 
wife and children. They would be worried 
because he had not arrived home before 
Sabbath. Before lying down to rest he com- 
mitted them to the care of his heavenly 
Father. Over and over the question came 
to him: Why did this happen when it was 
so important for him to reach home? 

When morning came, Fari fixed a simple 
breakfast, and the two men set off down 
the road. Two miles below the village they 
came to the banks of the Kuja River. To 
Jackson’s surprise and dismay, the entire 
middle part of the bridge had been swept 
away. An African was standing by the 
bridge, and he informed the white man 
that it had gone out late the previous after- 
noon. The public works department had 
been notified, and a crew would be arriving 
soon to put up a temporary structure. 

While waiting for this crew to arrive 
and make the necessary repairs, the mis- 
sionary thought back over the events of the 
previous evening. Like a flash it came to 
him why he had been delayed in the vil- 
lage. If he had come along in the darkness, 
he would surely have inched his way across 
the submerged bridge as he had done 
several times before. Not seeing the break, 
he would have plunged into the raging 
river. Now he also knew why the lights 
had failed. 

A sudden thought struck him. 

“Fari,” he called, “go to the front of the 
car and see if my lights come on.” 

He pulled the switch. 

The lights came on! 


The Hard Way 
From page 8 


lamenting that he had kept Cathie from 
being valedictorian. At the door Becky 
stood with her arm linked through Cathie’s 
and when Tom had finished apologizing for 
taking the honor, Becky began to quote, her 
dark eyes full of mischief: 


I'm sorry that I spelt the word: 
I hate to go above you, 
Because,—the brown eyes lower fell,— 
‘Because, you see, I love you!’” 


Tom retreated hastily, smiling good-na- 
turedly while Cathie tugged at Becky to get 
her into the dormitory before she should 
finish. Becky however raised her voice and 
recited dramatically: 


“She lives to learn in life’s hard school 
How few who pass above her 
Lament their triumph and her loss 

Like him,—because they love her.” 


And then it was graduation day. 

Tom was jubilant. Uncle Godfrey had 
sent him twenty-five dollars as a graduation 
gift. He could scarcely wait for his parents 
to arrive to tell them the good news. 

The final ceremony was exciting. Tom, 
as he sat in his cap and gown waiting to 
receive his diploma, thought back over the 
years he had spent in these halls and class- 
rooms. It had taken hard work and per- 
severance to get where he was today, but 
somehow he felt it had been worth while. 
As he went forward to receive his diploma 
and hear the principal’s voice saying, “with 
highest honors,” he grasped the passport to 
college and knew he had really earned it. 

Years have passed. Tom and Cathie went 
on to college and after a few years were 
married. They think often of those academy 
days, and as they go about their work in a 
far-off mission field Tom never regrets that 
he went to school the hard way. 

The End 





Caught in the Fire 
From page 9 


yourself, and you begin to think it would 
be, oh, so nice, if you could play with your 
old friend once more. So you wave your 
hand and give a little bit of a smile and 
glance out of the corner of your eye in the 
direction of the other person, and the first 
thing you know, you are talking again. 
With your heads close together, you are 
busy planning everything as you used to do. 
That is what happened to Azalee and 
Alberta. They made up! They liked each 
other again! They weren’t angry with each 
other any more, so somebody else had to 
To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Vil—Judas, the Betrayer 


(NOVEMBER 15) 


Memory VERsE: “Be not deceived; God is not 
mocked: for whatsoever a man soweth, that 
shall he also reap” (Galatians 6:7). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story, in Matthew 26:14-16, of how 
Judas sold his Lord to the Jewish high priests, 
and the story of how he betrayed Him, 
Mark 14:43-46. Go over the memory verse sev- 
eral times. As you study the lesson through 
the week observe how this verse is illustrated 
in the life of Judas. 


SUNDAY 
Judas the Disciple 


Open your Bible to John 12. 


God has given us in His Holy Word the sto- 
ries of the lives of many men and women. They 
were not all good, nor all bad. Some, like Neb- 
uchadnezzar and Zaccheus, started a life of sin 
and were transformed into children of God. 
Some started out with every advantage and 
went from bad to worse. Samson was one of 
these. Among the twelve closest associates of 
Jesus was one who showed what can happen 
when anyone continues to resist the pleading 
of the Holy Spirit in his life. 

Judas was the son of one Simon who probably 
lived in the little town of Kerioth in southern 
Judea. This accounts for the name of “Judas Is- 
cariot” (man of Kerioth), which was often 
given him. 

Unlike the other disciples, Judas was not 
called—he offered to join the disciples. In many 
respects he was more promising than the disci- 
ples Jesus called, but Jesus knew he had a 
greedy, selfish character. Nevertheless, Jesus did 
not turn him away; He gave him a chance, 
warning him that “foxes have holes, and birds 
of the air have nests; but the Son of man hath 
not where to lay his head” (Luke 9:58). So Judas 
joined the others and followed Jesus around, 
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hoping to have a place of honor in the kingdom 
he was sure Jesus was to establish, for he really 
believed Jesus was the Messiah. He was always 
critical, sure that he could do things a better 
way if he had the chance. Judas was a keen 
businessman and was trusted with the money 
that belonged to the missionary band. Judas 
saw the Saviour heal the sick, cast out devils, 
and raise the dead. He felt in his own person 
the evidence of Christ’s power. He felt the desire 
to be changed in character and life. And Jesus 
did not repulse him. He ordained him as an 
evangelist and gave him power to heal the sick 
and cast out devils. But Judas did not surrender 
himself fully to Christ. He never gave up his 
worldly ambition or his love of money. One 
day something happened that he thought was 
a great waste of money. Read what it was in 
verses 3 to 6. 

Judas’ greedy spirit hated to see this precious 
ointment “wasted” on Jesus, but Jesus gently 
reproved him. Find His words in verses 7 and 8. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
293, last par.; p. 294. 

THINK! Are you following Jesus because of 
a real love for Him and belief in Him? 

Pray that you may love Jesus for the real 
things He gives—peace and love and joy. 


MONDAY 
At the Last Supper 


Open your Bible to John 13. 

Often Judas had come very near to repenting 
of his greed for money and power, but he had 
put away holy thoughts from him. When a 
person does this he gives himself more and 
more into the hands of Satan. This was the case 
with Judas. Read what is said about him in 
verse 2. 

Jesus was celebrating the Last Supper with 
the disciples. At one point the disciples noticed 
that He looked very troubled. You can find 
what the reason for this was in verse 21. 
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This remark alarmed the disciples. Peter 
motioned to John, who was near Jesus, to ask 
what it was. Find Christ’s reply in verse 26. 

Judas had completely given himself up to Sa- 
tan. He left the table. “It was night,’ the Bible 
record tells us. It was night not only in the 
darkened skies, but in the heart of the disciple 
who had purposed to betray his Lord. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
654. 


THINK! Do 
makes to you? 


Pray that you may be kept from becoming 
a tool of Satan. 


you reject the advances Jesus 


TUESDAY 
Judas Selis His Lord 


Open your Bible to Mark 14. 


Before the Passover Supper Judas had al- 
ready been negotiating with the priests to betray 
Jesus into their hands. They had agreed to pay 
him thirty pieces of silver—the price of a slave— 
for his work. After the supper Jesus retired to 
the Garden of Gethsemane to pray for strength 
for the coming ordeal. Read in verses 41 and 
42 what He said to His disciples when He arose 
from praying the third time, and found them 
asleep. 

Even while He spoke, the sound of many 
footsteps could be heard. Judas was leading the 
Roman soldiers and priests and a mob to the 
spot where his Master was praying. Read the 
story of the betrayal, in verses 43 to 45. 

Luke tells us that Jesus turned to him with 
the question, “Judas, betrayest thou the Son 
of man with a kiss?” (Luke 22:48). He used a 
symbol of love and friendship to bring the One 
he professed to serve into peril and danger. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
694, pars. 3-6; p. 695; p. 696, par. 1. 

THINK how Judas, under the pretention of 
being friendly, gave his Lord away. 


H. PRELL, ARTIST——-REVIEW PICTURES 


Pray that you may be kept from doing the 
cause of Jesus harm, while you are appearing to 
be His friend. 


WEDNESDAY 
Judas’ Remorse 


Open your Bible to Matthew 27. 

Judas had been doing some reasoning with 
himseif. If Jesus was going to be crucified, what 
would it matter, he argued, if he did betray 
Him. Someone was going to, and he might as 
well pick up a little money. Also, he had seen 
Jesus escape from an angry mob before now, 
and he figured out that if He wanted to, Jesus 
could escape the clutches of the mob. But this 
did not excuse his base deed, and even his 
hardened conscience succumbed during the 
night following Christ’s arrest. Find what he did 
in the morning after the trial, in verses 3 and 
4, first half. 

Thirty pieces of silver meant nothing to those 
priests—they wanted the blood of Jesus. “What 
is that to us? see thou to that” (verse 4), was 
their scornful answer to the remorseful disciple. 

Judas, realizing that it was too late, rushed 
from the judgment hall. He felt he could not 
live to see the One he had betrayed crucified 
as a result of his vile deed. Read what he did 
in verse 5. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 
721, 722. 

THINK of the memory verse. 

ConsIdDER how it applied in the case of Judas, 
and how it applies in the case of everyone who 
holds on to sin and refuses to yield to Christ. 


THURSDAY 
Judas’ Place Is Filled by Another 


Open your Bible to Acts 1. 

Many centuries earlier David had been in- 
spired to make prophecies about the disciple 
who should betray Jesus, “Yea, mine own fa- 
miliar friend, in whom I trusted, which did eat 





The time had come when Judas must decide. Should he, or should he not, accept the priests’ money? 
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of my bread, hath lifted up his heel against me,” 
he had written (Ps. 41:9). That had come true. 


In another psalm David made a_ prophecy 
about the vacancy that would be left by Judas’ 
early death: “Let his days be few; and let an- 
other take his office” (Ps. 109:8). 

Judas’ days were indeed few. He was the first 
of the apostles to die. 

When the disciples gathered together after the 
ascension, Peter, as leader, got up and spoke of 
the need to fill Judas’ place. You can read what 
he said about him in verses 16 to 22. 

It was decided to cast lots to find someone to 
take his place. Verse 26 will show you who was 
appointed. 

Judas’ story is one of the saddest in the New 
Testament. It is given to warn us of the danger 
of harboring sin in our hearts. How different 
might have been his end if he had only yielded 
all to Jesus! 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
716, par. 1. 

THINK of what might have been if Judas had 
been true to Christ. 

Pray that God may never have to give to oth- 
ers the work intended for you to do. 


FRIDAY 


Tell on what occasion these words were 
spoken. 

1. “Foxes have holes, and birds of the air 
have nests; but the Son of man hath not where to 
lay his head” (Luke 9:58). 

2. “Why was not this ointment sold for three 
hundred pence, and given to the poor?” (John 
12:5). 

3. “He it is, to whom I shall give a sop, when 
I have dipped it” (John 13:26). 

4. “Betrayest thou the Son of man with a 
kiss?” (Luke 22:48). 

5. “What is that to us? see thou to that” 
(Matt. 27:4). 

6. “Lord, thou knowest the hearts of all men, 
shew whether of these two thou hast chosen” 
(Acts 1:24). 

Review the memory verse. 

Friday night reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bt- 
ble Story, vol. 9, pp. 78-81. 





Caught in the Fire 
From page 19 


take the blame. Can you guess who that 
somebody was? It was the little girl who 
kept carrying the messages back and forth, 
the bearer of their tales, who had con- 
stantly added wood to their fire. 

They began to say that I hadn’t told the 
truth, and that was terrible, for I had tried 
my very best to tell everything just the 





way they had told me to tell it. They told 
my mother, and my mother was angry 
with them and angry with me. They told 
their mothers, and their mothers were angry 
with me and angry with my mother. We 
had a terrible time, I tell you. It was an 
awful fire! 

There I was, right in the middle of it, 
just because I didn’t know that it never pays 
to carry tales from one person to another. I 
was caught in the fire because I didn’t know 
that the flames would soon die out if I 
didn’t keep adding fuel to them. I was hated 
because I didn’t tend to my own business 
and leave theirs to them. 

I don’t know where Azalee and Alberta 
are today—so I don’t know whether they 
learned anything from this experience or 
not. But I know where I am, and I know 
what I learned. 

If you have something ugly to say about 
somebody, and you say it in front of me, 
don’t think I’m going to run to that person 
and tell him what you said. No, indeed. The 
fire is going to go out right there, because 
I'm not going to be a talebearer adding 
wood to it! 

I know now that strife and quarreling 
will stop if there is no talebearer adding 
fuel to the flame. 

I have heard it said—you may ask your 
minister about it, if you want to—that 
there are going to be a lot of people left 
out of heaven because they are talebearers. I 
have heard that they belong to the tribe of 
Dan; that they are like snakes that bite 
horses in the heels and the riders fall off. I 
have heard that no place can be happy if 
talebearers are there; that heaven is to be a 
happy place, so there won't be any tale- 
bearers there because talebearers make peo- 
ple unhappy. 

You may do what you please about it, of 
course. But as for me, I’m not carrying 
tales for anybody, ever. 
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TIGER, TIGER, No. 10-By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT © 1956 BY THE REVIEW AND HERALD, ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


1. The girl watching the injured woman on the rocky 
cliff was horrified when she turned and looked into 
the face of the tiger, but she was helpless and could 
not escape. 2. Pug grabbed her, pulled her back, and 
carried her up the rocky hillside and away to where 


4. Crops were left unharvested in the fields, and 
the wild pigs and deer fed in the gardens that should 
have fed the hard-working villagers. 5. Then in an- 
other place miles away a woman was cutting grass 
near her house on a hillside when the man-eater 





he could feed undisturbed. 3. This last tragedy 
shocked and frightened the villagers still more. Some 
villages were deserted while the people crowded to 
more protected places. No one dared go out alone. 
Even in the daytime men traveled only in groups. 
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caught her. 6. Her younger sister was with her and 
she bravely ran after the tiger, screaming and bran- 
dishing her sickle, eventually forcing the tiger to 
drop his prey. The villagers were watching at the 
foot of the hill but were too far away to be of help. 














7. When Pug dropped the woman she was already 
dead. He turned on the girl and would have killed 
her too, but she ran swiftly down the hill to the 
village. 8. The villagers were now desperate, and 
the headman went with a delegation to see Jim, who 
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already had earned quite a reputation as a hunter, 
and asked him to rid them of the terror. 9. Jim saw 
that there was a real need here, and in a short time 
he was on the spot examining the tracks. He noticed 
they belonged to Pug, who was now a maneater. 





